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Hope of the Drama 389 

and playing tricks with the mechanics of the modern stage. It 
is impossible. Without the living, breathing body on the stage 
all your lighting and scenic devices fall lifeless and dead. You 
have your living, breathing body in the few buffoons who are 
masters of the theatre, and there, and nowhere else, lies the 
starting-point of the modern drama, which, far removed as it is 
from the Greek and the Elizabethan, is even farther from the 
cerebral and over-aesthetic, over-earnest experiments of the late 
nineteenth and early twentieth century, which reformed every- 
thing but the actor and allowed him to go blundering on in his 
disastrous gentility. 

Gilbert Cannan. 
London, England. 



EXPIATION 

I am grown motherly of pain. I lead 

My sorrows out, like children, to the sun, 
And watch their fading, piteous one by one, 

Their helplessness, their infantile, small greed 

For flowers or for the butterflies that speed 

Beyond them. And I hoard when day is done 
What little, languid buds their search has won ; 

So great of such poor harvest is my need. 

Yet do I hope. . . . 

Does Satan, on the shore 
Of hell, glimpse deeper fires he yet must know, 
Nor shrink ? For in the cleansing heart of woe 
He dreams that God will meet him face to face. 
And clasp him in His mighty arms once more, 
Half in war-grapple, half in His embrace ! 

Beatrice Ravenel. 
Charleston, S. C. 



